our singing, although it was extremely diffi-
cult for the singers to drown the increasing
noise of the pouring rain, while, like a pleasant
surprise, like a salute to us on our return,
the first thunder of the year peeled out. We
entered the colony with heads proudly erect,
at a brisk march. As always, we saluted the
colours, and only then all made to run for
the bedrooms. But I shouted out to them:
"Long live the First of May! Hurrah!"
The boys tossed their wet caps into the
air, shouting, and, not waiting for the com-
mand, rushed up to me. They tossed me up
into the air, and fresh streams of water ran
on to me from my boots.

An hour later, yet another slogan was
nailed up in the club. There were only two
words written on a huge, lengthy strip: "No
Whining!"

15
DIFFICULT   DAYS

Ghobot hanged himself on the evening
of May the 3rd.

I was awakened in the early morning
by the night-watch detachment, and I guessed
what had happened as soon as I heard the
rap on the windowpane. They had just cut
Chobot down, close to the stables, and were
trying, by the light of lanterns, to bring
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